*/r 1^1, ff'/v '/r’J£y?/, *J, J 


gjjj. drdiRi^aj^cA^ac:^-^ 


'-'Vi 


I 






if® 


l! !if 





J. I^¥ I^VViyw K"» 1 


V J 10 W 1VV9 j* irr • » *y 

Staying no longer queftion. Earle Ha? againe. 

Said he, von g Hany Percies fpur was cold. 

Of Hot-fpurrc, Cold-fpurre, that rebellion 
Had met lillucke? 

Sard. My lord,lle tell you what, 

Ifmy yong Lord youiTonne,haue not the day, 

Vpon mine honor for a fillccn point. 

He o-iue my Barony, neuer talke of it. 

Earle Why fliouid that gen tleman that rode by Tracers, 
Giue then fuch inftances oflofle? 

Bard. Who he? 

He was fbme hilding fellow thathad ftolnc 

The horfe he rode on, and vpon my life 

Spoke at a venter.Loolcc.hei e comes more news, enter Mori 

-Earle Yea this mans brow,' ,ke to a title leafe, ton, 

Vorctells the nature of a tragicke volume, 

<Sot lookes the ftrond whercon the imperious floud, 
gkath lefta witnefl vfurpation. 

Say M<furton,didft thou come from Shrewsbury? 

CMour. I rannefrom Shrewsburymy noble lord, 

Where hatefiill death put on his vglieftmaske. 

To fright our partie. 

Earle How doth myfonneand brother? 

Thou trembleft,and the whitenes in t!iy cheeke. 

Is apter then thy tongue to tell thy arrand, 

Eucn fuch a man,fo faint, fo fpirritleffe, 

So dull,fo dead in looke,fo woe begon, 

Drew Priams curtaiue in the dead ofnight, 

And would haue told him.halfe his Troy was burnt! 

But Priam found the fier, ere he, Ills tongue. 

And I, my Percies death.ere thou reportftit. _ ' ■ 

This thou would ft fiy, Your fon did thus and thus, 

Your brother thus:fofouglitthe noble Dowglas, 

Stopping my greedy eare with their bold deeaes, 

But in the end, to flop my eare indeed, 

Thou haft a figh to blow away this praife, 

Ending with bi other,fonne,and all are dead. Mow. 
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> Mettr. Douglas isliuing,and your brother yet, 
ButformyLordyourfonnc: , 

Earle Whyheisdead? 

See what arcady tongue Sufpition hath! 

He that but fearcs the thinghee would not know. 
Hath by inftintt, knowledge from others eies, 

That what hefeard is chancechyet fpeakeMourton, 

T ell thou an Earle, his d ruination lies. 

And 1 will take it as a fweete difgrace. 

And make thee rich for doingme fuch wrong. 

Mour. You are too great to be bv me gainfaid; 
Your fpirite is too true, your feares too certain?. 

Sarle Y et for all this,fay not that Percies dead, , , 
I fee a ftrange confeffion in thine eie, 

Thou fbakft thy head, and holdftitfeare or fijnne. 

To fpeakea truth :if he be flame, 

The tongne offends not that reports his death. 

And he doth finne that doth belie the dead. 

Not he which faies the dead js notaliuc, . 1 
Yet the firft bringer of vnwdcomc newes 
Hath but a looftng office, and his tongue- 
Sounds euer after as a fullen bell, 

Remembred tolling a departing friend. 

Sard. I cannot thinkc,my Lord, your fon ne i s deacL 
Mour. I am lory I fhould force you to beleeue. 

That which I would to God I had not feene, 

Butthefe mine eies fiw him in bloudy ftate, 

R endring faint quittance,wearied, and out-breathd. 

To Harry Monmouth, whole fwift wrath beat downe 
The neuer daunted Percy to: the earth, 

Erom vvhenee with life he neuer more fprungvp. 
Infewhis death,whofe fpirite lent a fire, 

Euen to the dufleft peafant in his campe. 

Being bruted once,tooke fire and heateaway. 

From the beft temperd courage in histroopei, 

F or from his mettal was his party Reeled, 
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